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St. Helena many weeks, having come there in the Talbot,
commanded by Sir Charles Hudson, which ship had been
extremely unfortunate, having encountered dreadful storms
off the Mauritias and the Cape, and suffered so much in the
latter they were in imminent danger of foundering, and
obliged to bear up and run back to St. Augustin's Bay on
Madagascar, to refit, which being completed they renewed
their voyage, and again met with a tremendous gale off
the Cape, wherein they lost their topmasts and main yard,
and shipped such heavy seas as to wash away their whole
live stock. After buffeting about an unusual time they at
last, almost starved, reached St. Helena, having been
upwards of eleven months on their passage from Bengal.
So completely tired were they of the Talbot and the bad
luck that seemed to follow her, as to determine to quit her,
and wait the chance of proceeding to England by some less
unfortunate ship. Amongst these passengers was Mr. Fran-
cis Charlton, whom I have before mentioned as having been
sent to Bengal through my father's interest. He had acquired
a large fortune, to enjoy which he was going home. Upon
returning to our lodgings I found him at the door. Having
seen my name in the list of those arrived the preceding day,
he had called to ascertain who I was. Upon hearing that
I was the son of his father's old friend, and who had obtained
him a writership, he was very kind, offering me any sum
of money I might require, gratefully acknowledging the
obligation he was under to my father whom he considered
the founder of his fortune. In appearance he was an
emaciated, sallow, and miserable object, but said be felt
wonderfully recovered since his residence at St. Helena.

Being invited to dine at the Governor's, we there met
all the gentlemen that were sojourners, of course, General
Smith amongst the number, who betrayed an insolent
superiority and superciliousness that offended every body.
To me that knew his origin, the old adage recurred, " Set
a beggar on horseback, and he'll ride to the devil." This
insolent man's father kept a little cheese monger's shop in
Jermyn Street, St. James's market, where Dick was an